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GH&RITY. 

Oh, can it be that they for whom Christ died, 

Who, trusting Him, disown all trust beside, 

Profess to follow Him, their only Lord, 

Study His will, obey His sacred "Word, 

That Word which says, " Children, behold a new 

Command I give, that e'en as I loved you 

You should each other love, let Charity 

Be the bright lamp to show your love to Me ;" — 

Can they who look for the same Heaven, same home. 

Who, one in spirit, pray, " Lord Jesus, come !" 

Can they, whose hopes, fears, prayers are all the same, 

Be parted by a breath, a form, a name ? 

Oh, let us all with the Apostle cry, 

Till in our breasts is kindled Charity, 

Who is Apollos ? Cephas ? or who Paul ? 

One only Lord we own, Christ all in all. 



TO ± YOUNG FEIEITD IIT SORROW. 

Dearest Mary, may thy pathway 

Ever *midst the roses lie ; 
May no earthly care or sorrow 

Cause thy gentle breast a sigh. 
May those eyes of beaming brightness 

Ne'er be dimmed by sorrow's tear ; 
May thy voice, with joyous kindness, 

Hearts still charm which hold thee dear. 

Ah ! how fruitless, vain the wishes 
Which fond friendship would suggest ; 

Here we have no lasting pleasure, 
This is not our place of rest. 



TO A TOUNG FRIBND m SOBROW. 

And tbje prayer affection offers, 

That thy path nnchequered be, 
Only prov^ onr erring judgment 

When we think 'tis best for thee. 

Here we've no abiding city, 

All is passing fast away ; 
Even Mendships prized most dearly. 

Our hearts tell ns, can decay. 
But though Earth no rest affords us, 

We possess a home above, 
Where our Saviour God still reigneth, 

Infinite, Eternal Love. 

Mourn not then ; in deepest sorrow, 
Though Earth's fondest ties be reft, 

Though life's thickening clouds persuade thee 
All is lost, thy God is left. 



TO A YOUNG FEIBND IN SOBBOW. 

Our own strength is perfect weakness, 
Yet in His we shall prevail ; 

Let not sin nor sorrow tempt ns 
From our Help our need to veil. 

Trials are given but to wean us 

From this world of fleeting bliss, 
To that better land above us. 

Where our Saviour's mansion is. 
We are told the Father scourgeth 

Every son whom He receives, 
Chasteneth every one He loveth. 

Yet His grace 'midst all He gives. 

Oh, then let us hail affliction. 

If the symbol of His love. 
And in every trial we meet with, 

View fresh mercies from above. 



TO A TOUNQ FBIBND IN SORROW. 

Looking forward to that season, 
When from sin and sorrow free, 

We shall in our Father's kingdom 
Our dear Saviour ever see. 

Christ of God to us becometh 

Wisdom, Righteousness, and Peace ; 
The bruised reed He never breaketh. 

Never shall His goodness cease. 
" Come to Me," He saith, " thou weary. 

Sick, and heavy-laden soul, 
I can solace all thy sorrows, 

I can make thy spirit whole." 



(a first attempt at blank yerse.) 



Oh, Christianity,' 

Be thine the task to guide my erring mind, 

To calm my troubled spirit, and to teach 

Me so to look to, trust in, find my all 

In Christ, that in the last great day, when He 

Triumphantly appears, with all ffis saints, 

I, like the sun, which, though now setting, shall 

Ere long arise, shake oS the clouds of night. 

And shine o*er all the earth, may so cast off 

Death's bonds, and triumphing arise : arise 

To prove what bliss is theirs, for whom Grod hath 

An incorruptible and undefiled 

Inheritance reserved, which fadeth not 

Away. No clouds shall there be seen ; the Sun 

Of Righteousness shall rise, no more to set ; 

Faith shall be lost in sight, and Hope give place 

To things unhoped for, pleasures dreamt not of, 

Which neither eye hath seen, nor ear hath heard, 

Nor hath man's heart had power to conceive. 



SUBMISSIOH- 

There is a time, when we believe 
That all are what they seem ; 

That change or falsehood lurks beneath, 
Alas ! we do not dream. 

The tempting rose its thorn conceals, 

We pluck : the thorn each venturer feels. 

'Tis doubtless fit it should be so. 
For were there truth and love 

On Earth, it such a Heaven would make, 
That who would look above ? 

Our souls enchained by trifles here. 

Would soon forget that better sphere. 



12 SUBMISSION. 

I do not bnild as once I bnilt, 

Bright castles in the air ; 
Nor do I mourn, as once I mourned, 

Finding them false as fair ; 
No, I can now each wish resign, 
And murmur, " Lord, Thy will, not mine." 

When looking o'er the past, I own 

A gracious Power Divine, 
Guiding, directing, guarding me 

Through every step of mine ; 
There's not one pang which I have known, 
But has revealed some idol's throne. 

While for the present joys and griefs, 

My voice I humbly raise, 
For all the grace on me bestowed. 

In gratitude and praise ; 
Thankftil for past and present too, 
I'll trust Him all the future through. 



DEATH, 

(lines wbittbn during a severe illness.) 

To die ! to leave this world with all its care, 

To dwell with Christ in realms where each doth share 

The love of all, where sorrow cannot come. 

The weary rest, the monrners find a home. 

The broken heart is healed, and every tear 

Is wiped away, while in each breast all fear 

Is swallowed up in love. Oh, this is bliss 

Beyond the brightest dreamings, and for this 

Well may we long, and gladly dare to brave 

The horrors of the dark and dismal grave, 

Well may we welcome Death's approach, yet still 

Blend this petition, " Bow, O Lord, my will 

In this and all to Thine ; yet quickly come, 

If 'tis Thy will, and take me to Thine home." 



LIHES WRITTEIT IH & BIBLE, 

Volume of mercy, pledge of love, 
Oh, may thy sacred pages prove 

To me a living well : 
That drinking at the Fountain head, 
And by thy sacred precepts led, 

I may be meet to dwell 
With Christ ; Who is the only Head, 
The living Vine, the living Bread, 

Which all may freely eat. 
Teach me to sit in Mary's place, 
The footstool of a Throne of Grrace, 

And learn at Jesus' feet. 



'*1 SHALL GO TO HIM, BUT HE SHALL 
NOT RETURK TO MB," 



He shall return no more ! oh, words of deepest grief! 
Thou stricken heart, whence canst thou find relief ? 
Thou joyless life, hasten thy rapid flight, 
Open, thou grave, and hide me from the light : 
Break, my heart, and end this cruel strife, 
More welcome death than lingering, hopeless Ufe. 

But I to him shall go ; oh, words of love ! 
Be cheered my heart ; in those bright realms above 
He waits thy coming, in those mansions blest 
Long since prepared for thine eternal rest. 
Be patient, sad one, weeping, watch and pray, 
And hopeftil wait the long-expected day. 
When love triumphant on that Heavenly shore 
Shall severed hearts unite, to part no more. 
Those who are one in Christ, rejoice, O heart. 
Even death itself is powerless to part. 



JOY IIT SORROW* 

ooje^o« 

When Death's icy hand on our loved ones is laid, 
And the bright faby visions of life are decayed, 
How vain is the hope that new joys can arise, 
For the heart that in grief's bitter agony lies. 

When we think those beloved, though unseen ones are 

near. 
Guardian angels o'er those whom on earth they held dear. 
Fond Hope, once again, bids our sad hearts revive. 
Faithful Hope, which e'en death and the grave can survive. 

When we think of those spirits immortal, above. 
Enshrined in the bosom of Infinite Love, 
Every sigh that we draw, every tear that we shed. 
Are but outbursts of praise for the living, though dead. 



THK IHYIT&TIOIT, 



Wbabt moumer, heavy laden, 
Dry ihj tears, from grief be free ; 

Fear not, donbt not, tear thy Saviour's 
Gentle accents calling thee. 

" Come, thou weary, heavy-laden. 
Take My yoke, and learn of Me ; 

I am meek and lowly-minded. 
Such must My disciples be. 

" Come, thou weary, heavy-laden. 
Sighing sinner, come to Me ; 

Take My yoke. My yoke is easy. 
And your portion rest shall be." 

2 



EYEITIIT6 THOUGHTS* 

Pair Queen of Night, wotild I might gaze, 

Calm and serene like thee, 
On this world's strife and griefs, and feel. 

In Heaven my rest shall be. 

E'en now while gazing on thy beams, 

I feel thy soothing power, 
The loved, the lost again seem near. 

In this most sacred hour. 

Their voice on Earth I may not hear. 

Their forms I may not see ; 
Still fondly do they o'er me watch. 

Hearts that once beat for me. 



EVENING THOUGHTS. 19 

My sister, gentle, loving child, 

Long years have passed away. 
And yet it seems but yesterday 

We shared each other's play. 

I mourn thee not, I mourn thee not, 

Sweet spirit, early flown ; 
So beauti^ in mind and form. 

Taken ere grief was known. 

But I would join thee in that land 

Where sorrow cannot come : 
That land of rest, and peace, and love, 

The weary mourner's home. 

While thus absorbed in thought, I gaze 

Fair Queen of Night, on thee ; 
Life's cares aU hushed, its griefs forgot, 

I would from Earth be free. 



TRIUMPH OYER DELSlTH* 



I 



Why should we fear to die P Oh, why 
Shrink from the thought of Death ? 

Most gladly would I now resign 
This weak and faltering breath. 

I know the gloomy passage hath 

By Christ my Lord been trod, 
And shall I fear to follow, when 

I know it leads to God ? 

Why should we fear to die ? Death, once 

The punishment for Sin, 
God's love hath made the door by which 

To Heaven we enter in. 

O Death, my spirit would this hour 

Most gladly welcome thee. 
For thou wouldst come from grief, and pain. 

And sin, to set me free. 



TO MY MOTHEIR IXT HE&YEN, 

Oh, mother, dearest mother, is the blissftd thonght but 

vain, 
That they who loved so much on earth do still that love 

retain. 
More pure, more bright, more holy in their Heavenly 

home above, 
Where, with Angels, they are dwelling with that God 

Whose name is Love ? 

Canst thou hear the surging billows, canst thou see the 

waves so wild. 
Which now are foaming, beating on thy tempest-stricken 

chad? 
Doth thy sainted spirit watch o'er her thou once didst 

hold so dear, 
In this my hour of bitterness, oh, mother, art thou 

near? 

Canst thou see the hand that striketh, dost thou know 

the blow is given. 
That thy loved one may, through sulBfering, be perfected 

for Heaven, 



22 TO MY MOTHER IN HKAVEN. 

Doth it seem but light affliction, in the view of that 

blest Home, 
Prepared above for mourners, when their Saviour 

whispers, " Come *' ? 

Conld I once more behold thee, conld I hear again thy 

voice, 
Couldst thou tell me of thy spirit-home, my heart 

might yet rejoice ; 
Por thou knowest what I know not, there is much that 

thou canst tell. 
In the sorrows of thy mourning child thou canst see 

that all is well. 

Oh, heart so sad, so weary, so ftiU of doubt and fear. 
There is much of comfort in the thought, blest spirits 

hover near ; 
But, mother, thou didst suffer, thou didst triumph, 

thou'rt with God, 
Oh, for the self-same grace, that I, like thee, may kiss 

the rod. 



FE&R NOT, 



Fbae not, littie flock, though in sorrow you sigh, 
Tour God will soon wipe oS all tears from each eye 
And in Heaven your strain triumphant shall be, 
'Twas my Father's free love gave the kingdom to me. 

That kingdom ne'er fades, 'tis an unchanging one, 
Reserved for His chosen in Christ His dear Son ; 
Where rescued from sin, the Redeemed evermore 
Shall unite in the praise of the Lamb they adore. 

Believe, then^ the words of His infinite love. 

Who died, rose again, and now reigneth above ; 

Let us trust Him — ^He'Il save us — ^yield not then to fear. 

Press onward, right onward, our Saviour is near. 



We would, bat cannot pray ; 

Suppliant before tbe Eternal Throne 
We fall, but sobs and tears alone 

Onr wretchedness portray ; 
The swelling heart of grief, 
In words wonld SQek relief, 

But words reftise to come ; 

Deep eighs that waste life's breath, 
Drawi;i from the lone heart's depth 

Find in our breasts a home. 

The tortured mind knows not its Tv^a&t, 
It only feels its woo ; 

Be not cast down, thou mourning saint, 
Bat still for maroy go. 



PAST AKD FBESEST. 25 

Though utterance fail, thy Bpeeohless prayer 

JBy Jesua borne 

Shall reach Hie Throne, 
And find acceptance there. 



P&ST &ITD PRESEUTT, 

How art thou changed, fair Planet, 
Since first in girlish days, 

With bounding heart of gladness, 
I tripped beneath thy rays. 

Thou dost not look less beautiAil, 
And yet there seems a change, 

A something more of pensiveness, 
A gleam of something strange. 



26 PAST AND PRESENT. 

Such as we often notice 
After years of long-tried truth, 

Springing np in the eyes of those 
Who were Mends in early youth. 

Youth's sunny smile exchanged for 
A dash of deeper thought, 

A tinge of melancholy 
Life's sobering cares have brought. 

Yet young hearts still do speak of thee 

As I have often spoken ; 
Ere by Reality's stem touch, 

Youth's fairy spells were broken. 

Art thou, then, still the same fair Orb, 

And can it, can it be. 
That all this change I feel so much 

Bests, lovely Moon, in me ? 



PAST AND PRESENT. 27 

Alas ! I feel it must be so, 

Life's pleasant mom is past, 
Yanished are all its early hopes, 

They were too bright to last. 

By happy friends encircled, 

I used to gaze on thee. 
Friends whose fond hearts and kindly tones 

Breathed lasting love for me. 

But they are gone, and I am left 

A solitary one, 
Like thee, fair Moon, to journey on 

My pilgrimage alone. 

Each tie of friendship broken. 

My early hopes all crost, 
How wearisome this solitude, 

Oh, for the loved, the lost. 



TRUST IXT GOD, 

Fear not, little flock, 'tis your Saviour's kind voice, 
Bids the timid take courage, each sad heart rejoice ; 
Then fear not, but list to His words, and believe 
To you 'tis His pleasure the kingdom to give. 

Fear not, little flock, though in every form 
Temptations assail thee, midst tempest and storm ; 
Through darkness and gloom despair not, believe 
To you 'tis His pleasure the kingdom to give. 

Fear not, little flock, though your foe may be strong. 
Your tears shall be turned into smiles before long ; 
Though Satan may vex you, Christ cannot deceive ; 
To you 'tis His pleasure the kingdom to give. 



THE WIDOW OF KMIT. 

ooS^S&c 

Her last hope is riven, dark despair fills her heart, 
To the grave, to the grave, it is there they must part ; 
In the stupor of sorrow she follows the bier, 
When lo ! Mercy's accents fall soft on her ear, 
" Weep not," saith the Stranger, she looks with surprise, 
He touches the bier, and " Young man arise '* 
Resounds from His lips, and lo ! at His call. 
The dead man sat up, and great fear fell on all. 
And who is this Stranger, at Whose mighty word 
Stem Death is thus vanquished ? *Tis Jehovah the Lord ; 
It is He who from Heaven, at Mercy's appeal. 
Descended with balm, all Earth's sorrows to heal. 
And still He is present, still waits to be kind, 
The aflflicted to comfort, heieirts broken to bind ; 
And still may we hear Him in sorrow's lone lot, 
Breathing forth in kind accents, " Trust in Me, and 
fear not." 



SPEIK6-TIME MUSIKGS- 

'Tis sweet in early Spring to mark 
The bud's first opening bloom ; 

*Tis sweet to scent tlie gentle breeze, 
Filled with its rich perfume. 

'Tis sweet to watch the lark's swift flight 
As he gladly mounts on high ; 

"Tis sweet to hear him warbling forth 
His song of melody. 

'Tis sweet to gaze upon the sky, 

So deeply, brightly blue. 
And think of that blest, happy land. 

Where life is ever new. 



SPRING-TIME MUSINGS. 31 

'Tis sweet to see night's clouds disperse, 

And hail the mom's first ray, 
A pledge and foretaste of that realm 

Of everlasting day. 

'Tis sweet to mark the rainbow's form, 

Its blending hues to view ; 
'Tis sweet when clouds are dark, to trace 

This pledge of mercy through. 

'Tis sweet beneath the sun, to see 

All bright things brighter shine ; 
More sweet to feel the better Sun 

Of Righteousness is mine. 



eOHFOa? m SG2SGW. 

Wben ilie siroiig ann Icmg leant on. & removed, 
Wlien ihe fond Toioe on Earfli no moie may sound, 

Wlioae tones tintnigli manj years thou Iiast so loved, 
Anddondfl and darkness seem to gaUierroimd; 

Thoatbmd heart: praj iJum for fioih to see 

The Hearenlj hosts wfaidi ihen eneompass ifaee. 

Oh, hadst ihon bnt one moment's aght to see 
The world of spirits that aromid thee Hes, 

GrieTs moans woald turn to strains of ecstacy, 
And hymns of trinmph from thy heart arise : 

Yes, monming heart : thy loyed ones thon might'st see, 

Ministering spirits, keeping watch o'er thee. 



COMFORT m SORROW. 33 

Spreading their wings, to shield thee from the heat, 
Bearing thee tenderly, that not a stone. 

Unnoticed by thee, wound thy weary feet ; 
Oh, mourner, never deem thyself alone : 

Thon lonely heart : still pray for faith to see 

The loving band that thus encircles thee. 

Be comforted, sad heart : despair not ; He, 
Who with fond tears bedewed His friend's cold grave, 

Knows all thy sorrows, counts thy tears, will be 
Still near, to bear thee safely o'er each wave : 

Desponding heart : pray then for faith to see 

The sympathizing Jesus guarding thee. 



'S3ti^^g:c^t£g< 



I 



& PR&YER, 

Look now upon Thy servant, Lord, 

In mercy look on me ; 
And grant, according to Thy Word, 

That I may live to Thee. 

Thou knowest how often I forget, 
And wander far from Thee ; 

Forget Thy love, which bled to %ave 
A wretched worm like me. 

And when with kind and gentle care 
Thou call'st me to return, 

Too oft Thy strivings I resist, 
Too oft Thy love I spurn. 



A PBAYER. 35 



The world, Lord, the busy world. 
Too much my heart enchains, 

Too much of vanity and sin 
My cold vain heart retains. 

Thy grace, kind Father, now impart, 

That I from sin may flee, 
Deny myself, take up the cross, 

And follow only Thee. 

I am unworthy. Lord, to plead 

With One all purity, 
But not in my own name I ask. 

My Saviour died for me. 

My Saviour died that T might live. 

He rose to intercede 
At Thy right hand for sinners, where 

E'en now for me He'll plead. 



"> 



36 CUPID BESTOBED TO SIGHT. 

He does ; by faith His voice I hear, 

Pardon Thou dost extend, 
My Saviour is my Judge, my King, 

My all in all, my Friend. 

I welcome, then, the joyful day, 
When Thou shalt call me home ; 

Since Christ is mine, I can exclaim, 
Even so, Lord Jesus, come. 

GUPID RESTORED TO SIGHT. 

Young Cupid roamed in sunny bowers, 

But that bright sun which cheered the flowers. 

Had struck the poor boy blind ; 
They bloomed around him rich and rare, 
He saw not, but he knew them fair, 
■ETo loved, and was resigned. 



CUPID RESTORED TO SIGHT. 37 

Por his warm fancy, pure and bright, 
Had painted them in gorgeons light, 

Devoid of all dark shade ; 
His was the thomless rose, which grew 
On Beauty's stem, refreshed with dew. 

In Love's Elysian glade. 

But dark clouds lowered in the sky. 
They bowed the spirit of the boy, 

But gave him back his sight ; 
Though but imperfectly he sees, 
And all confdsed ; while men as trees 

Appear in that faint light. 

But darker, darker grew the cloud, 
And more and more the boy was bowed, 

As clearer grew his sight ; 
He had lived so long 'neath Fancy's reign. 
Reality's cold touch seemed pain. 

He missed the sun so \siri.^\». 



38 CUPID RESTORED TO SIGHT. 

Dejectedly lie looked around, 
But only disappointment found, 

And moumfally lie sighed ; 
His sight restored no more lie deemed 
A blessing ; but a curse it seemed, 

And thus he, weeping, cried— 

" Is this the rose I loved so much, 
Which pierces me at every touch ? 

Would that I still were blind ! 
I did not paint it with a thorn, 
Nor knew I that a weed is bom, 

Where'er a flower we find/' 

« # # # 

# # # # 

# « # # 
A vivid fancy, pure and bright. 

Deludes us with its pleasing light, 

In the bright spring-time, You\3ql. 



CUPID RESTORED TO SIGHT. 39 

We paint a portrait very fair, 

We choose some hear!;, and fix it there, 

And fancy 'tis its own ; 
We bow ourselves before this shrine— 
We worship as ahnost Divine, 

And cleave to it alone. 

Nor fault, nor failing can we trace ; 
Almost perfection, — mind, form, face ; 

For, Cupid-like, we're blind ; 
But clouds will open soon our eyes. 
Immediately the illusion flies. 

And then, alas ! we find 

That we have loved a dream, a shade. 
Phantoms of thought, by us arrayed. 

In living, breathing mould ; 
Youth's vision is so very bright. 
What are the clouds which dim its sight, 

And make Love's sun gco^ ^^^^ 



40 OUPID RESTORED TO SIGHT. 

Faith, Hope, and Truth the portrait drew, 
In glowing shades of every hue. 

To show what man should be ; 
Reality brought Falsehood there. 
Who so bedaubed the painting rare, 

That what he ia, we see ; 

'Tis Falsehood's clouds which so destroy 
Our early love and faith : we cry, 

" Would that I stiU were blind ! " 
Our " beautiful and bright " is gone — 
Our shrine, our idol overthrown ; 

And what is left behind ? 



For when the heart we fondly thought 
Was Virtue's throne, with Vice is fraught, 
Affection is removed ; 



CUPID RESTORED TO SIGHT. 41 

When Vice throws off the fair disguise, 
And stands unmasked before our eyes, 
We spurn where once we loved. 

Nor are y^e fickle thus to change, 
Though certainly most passing strange 

To some such change may seem ; 
But we, who still fair Virtue love, 
Though once deceived, yet hope to prove 

She is not all a dream. 



^6se^§^3^^ 



TO & SUITBE&M* 

Thou art gone in thy freshness, thy warmth, and thy 
gladness ; 
Thou hast fled, and hast left us entranced by thy 
spell; 
Thou art gone, ere one cloud could o'ershadow with 
sadness 
Thy bright glowing radiance ; farewell, oh, farewell. 

As a visitant pure from some happier regions. 

Thou hast shed o'er earth's mourners a heart-cheering 
spell ; 

Thou hast glanced upon sorrow, and that for a season 
Hast brightened and softened ; farewell, oh, farewell. 



TO A SUNBEAM. 43 

How glowing thy ray in its brilliancy beaming, 
It seemed of the glories of Heaven to tell ; 

Earth's beauties, enwrapped in thy golden hue, seeming 
To bask in its brightness ; farewell, oh, farewell. 

Oh, beautiftd beam, who may guess the warm greeting 
Which hailed thy return to thy sisters in light, 

To tell them Earth's loves, and its joys are as fleeting 
As their own brilliant splendour, yet not half so 
bright. 

Though thy beauty was short-lived, thy gleam evanescent, 
Too pure 'midst earth's sorrow and sin long to dwell ; 

Thou hast shown forth His praise, who appointed the 
duty 
Of man and the sunbeam ; farewell, oh, farewell. 
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